BECOLLECTIONS OF A PLAYEE
and five "wee laddies, a' just like steps and stairs, ye ken." The house was soon full of father's old companions. We had plenty to eat and drink. They and my father had long talks of auld lang syne, of those who were still alive and of those who had gone. These good people knew nothing of theatrical matters. In fact, one old lady asked if father was a tumbler, and if he could "stan' on his heed. An'/' says she, "ye surely dinna mean to bring up these wee chaps to sic an occupation." I have heard my father, in Glasgow, frequently, in the course of a heated argument, uphold the dignity of the theatrical profession; but in the presence of this old woman he was mute.
As it grew late and near bedtime, there was discussion as to how we all were to be accommodated. It ended in my father and mother remaining where they were, while my brothers and I were distributed in the neighborhood. We remained some time, staying first with one family, then with another. As there were many of us, however, father felt tiliat it would be un-43e had a wife 42140" Your 34ert and
